Shenstone finely observes, that love-verses,
writ without any real passion, are the most nau-
seous of all conceits; and I have often thought
that no man can be a proper critic of love-com-
position, except he himself, in one or more in*
stances, have been a warm votary of this pas-
sion. As I have been all along a miserable
dupe to love, and have been led into a thou-
sand weaknesses and follies by it, for that rea-
son I put the more confidence in my critical
skill, in distinguishing foppery, and conceit,
from real passion and nature. Whether the
following song will stand the test, I will not
pretend to say, because it is my own; only I
can say it was, at the time, genuine from the
feeart

Behind yon hills, 8cc.
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I think the whole species of young men may
be naturally enough divided into two grand
classes, which I shall call the grave, and the
merry; though, by the bye, these terms do not
with propriety enough express my ideas. The
grave I shall cast into the usual division of those
who are goaded on by the love of money, and

those